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THE  LOVEE  OF  NATUEE 


THE   LOVER   OF   NATURE 

Lo  !  ill  the  east  brioht  Phoebus'  train  sublime. 

Again  arise  to  mark  the  march  of  time. 

Now  to  traverse  the  ethereal  realms  of  light, 

Bids  nifjht  and  chaos  take  their  dismal  fliofht. 

And  yet  though  hidden  by  yon  towering  hill, 

Its  liquid  light  the  vaulted  regions  fill. 

Illuminated  thus,  the  skies  appear 

To  greet  the  orb  that  rolls  in  lustre  there; 

That  drives  each  shadow  from  the  morning  skies, 

Which  appear  ablaze  to  my  admiring  eyes. 

Away  the  night  hath  fled  !    no  more  I  see 

The  screeching  owlet  skim  across  the  lea ; 

No  more  the  glow-worm  sheds  its  lambent  light, 

Which,  flickering,  shone  throughout  the  hazy  night; 
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The  stars  have  fled,  no  more  their  silvery  beams 
Through  the  wood  or  o'er  the  hill-top  streams ; 
For  gone  those  nightly  scenes,  the  orb  of  day 
Bids  creation  smile  though  man  may  mourn  decay, 
Awakes  the  world  from  sleep's  refresliing  balms, 
To  bask  in  life's  and  Nature's  noblest  charms. 

This  is  the  hour  in  dells  I  love  to  rove. 
Or  amongst  trees  magnificentl}^  wove ; 
Pretty  the  scene  with  many  shadows  cast, 
A  gentle  zephyr  wanders  calmly  past. 
The  balmy  breeze  my  glowing  cheeks  doth  fan, 
And   'wakes  a  rustle  in  its  upward  span. 
Oh,  how  still !    by  an  odd  sound  only  broke. 
As  when  a  squirrel  climbs  through  yonder  oak, 
Or  a  timid  thrush  answers  the  sighing  breeze. 
In  gentle  accents  floating  through  the  trees. 

The  lark  no  lonfjer  linofers  at  his  rest, 
But  proudly  soars  from  out  his  hidden  nest. 
Soars  swiftly  up  the  heavenly  vault  of  sky, 
To  pour  aloud  his  carols  upon  high. 
His  inspiring  notes  drop  on  the  earth  below, 
Though  lost  amid  the  blaze  of  ether  glow. 
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How  sweet  the  song  with  such  expansive  ring, 
And  all  the  charms  that  melody  can  bring. 
Breathing  aloud  a  sweet  inspiring  strain, 
Alone  to  rcmse  the  greenwood's  charms  again ; 
Where  warbling  hosts  one's  rising  raptures  cheer 
Whose  throbbing  throats  those  leafy  haunts  endear 
Each  bird  awakes  a  rich  and  lasting:  strain, 
That  backward  thrills  through  his  native  woods  again. 
All  greet  alike  the  glorious  dawn  of  day, 
And  give  the  sun  their  songs  of  welcome  gay 

How  sweet  the  scene,  how  charming  is  the  spell. 
That  endears  the  silence  of  each  shady  dell ; 
One's  thoughts  from  care  are  swiftly  ta'en  away, 
While  listening  to  each  bird's  resounding  lay, 
Which  tills  the  air  by  gentle  echo  bound. 
And  'wakes  the  soul  to  every  simple  sound. 
The  rustling  leaves  by  gentle  zephyr  blown, 
Beat  the  air  and  make  a  ""entle  moan, 
As  though  a  maiden  mourning,  full  of  care, 
O'er  her  departed  lover's  hallowed  bier, 
Emits  a  sigh  trembling  from  her  heart, 
Relief  to  sorrow  expression  will  impart. 
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Here  Nature  does  her  talisman  employ, 
To  revive  the  charms  of  long  departed  joy. 
The  wearied  mind  a  solace  here  can  feel, 
For  great  the  woe  that  Nature  cannot  heal. 

]\Iy  lyre,  awake,  give  power  to  thy  strain, 
For  Nature  here  smiles  in  her  own  domain. 
Thrill  thou  my  breast,  let  every  sound  inspire. 
And  live  a  nature's  animated  lyre. 
To  court  the  shade  of  Nature's  wood  o'er  wild, 
And  return  the  smiles  that  grace  each  rustic  child ; 
Bid  justice  live !    bid  tyranny  be  no  more. 
With  honour  smile,  and  with  Newton  soar. 

Oh !  blest  the  scene  that  greets  the  pilgrim's  sight, 
Who  first  surveys  our  matchless  landscape  bright. 
No  war  is  here  to  fright  the  rustic  heart. 
But  peace  and  plenty  play  their  happy  part. 
Just  at  the  dawn  the  farmer's  carol's  heard, 
While'warblcs  in  yon  wood  the  responsive  bird. 
The'^reapers'  laugh  upon  the  wind  is  borne, 
Who're  now  afield  to  reap  the  wavy  corn; 
With  them  no  care  nor  dire  trouble  rest. 
But  circles  round  the  stone  jug  and  the  jest. 
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And  when  at  eve  their  daily  task  is  o'er, 
Each  happy  to  his  cottage  hies  secure; 
Where  mirth  and  peace  maintain  an  equal  flow, 
What  Nature  prompts,  the  wise  will  ne'er  forego. 
While  to  such  scenes  beneath  ethereal  sky, 
Turns  with  delight  the  poet's  pensive  eye. 

Such  Nature  is,  let  me  her  works  explore, 
Oh !   that  my  muse  could  paint  them  truly  o'er. 
Oh !    what  a  charm  swells  in  this  cool  retreat, 
Where  I  retire  a  pensive  hour  to  greet. 
To  muse  on  man,  and  Nature's  works  below, 
Where  beauty  breathes,  or  dulness  makes  a  show. 
Or  where  the  despot  rules  with  tyrant  might, 
Impelled  by  all  but  honesty  and  right. 
Here  may  I  mourn  o'er  folly's  lengthened  reign, 
And  dream  of  Hampden  having  birth  again. 
But  why  should  I  mourn,  when  to  the  dead  is  due 
(The  sleeping  great  that  pass  before  my  view) 
All  the  praise  that  we  mortals  can  bestow, 
For  'tis  those  who  earned  us  freedom  here  below. 

Ye  sacred  Nine  inspire  my  soaring  song ! 
To  noble  themes  let  noble  strains  belonir. 
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When  Emmet  breath'd,  Erin's  noblest  son, 

Who  fondled  freedom  for  Erin  fain  had  won, 

Impulsive  Nature  spurred  him  onward  fast, 

Caution  forgot,  all  lawful  limits  past. 

He  rose  to  fight  'neath  freedom's  sacred  name; 

Mistaken  energy,  unhappy  aim. 

Oh  !  had  he  kept  his  feelings  in  control, 

Calmed  his  thoughts  and  curbed  that  noble  soul. 

He  might  have  lived  to  bear  a  spotless  name, 

To  grace  the  senate  and  our  plaudits  claim. 

His  eloquence  might  awe  the  erring  great, 

And  win  a  victory  in  stern  debate. 

By  legislation  perform  his  fond  behest. 

Were  this  the  case,  then  Ireland  had  been  blest. 

When  oppression  steals  across  the  path  of  man, 
And  human  life  is  made  a  darker  span. 
And  those  whose  days  are  spent  in  endless  toil  ; 
Are  driven  from  their  homes  and  native  soil  ; 
Then,  oh  !  then  the  patriot's  lieart  beats  high, 
Who  once  had  freedom,  will  for  freedom  die. 
He  draws  the  sword  with  honest  zeal  inspired, 
His  country's  wrongs  thus  his  soul  have  fired. 
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With  visaofe  stera  he  inincrles  iu  the  tio^ht, 

And  wars  for  freedom  'gainst  the  tyrant's  might, 

His  fellowmen  he  prompts  with  all  his  power, 

To  hold  their  own  in  such  a  fearful  hour. 

In  well-formed  groups  they  stand  in  stern  array, 

Directing  volley  after  volley  away. 

So  busy  in  the  battle's  bloody  strife, 

That  one's  unconscious  of  his  neighbour's  loss  of  life. 

And  then,  oh  then,  fate  stems  his  bright  career. 

And  memory  breathes  her  charms  into  his  ear. 

His  native  land  with  all  its  beauties  rise, 

Above  the  smoke  before  his  aching  eyes, 

The  shaded  cot  beneath  the  sloping  hill. 

Where  lives  that  one  for  whom  he's  breathing  still. 

Bless  the  spot,  he  cried,  "  God  save  my  native  land  \ 

Oh  help  her  sons  make  a  patriotic  stand, 

And  plant  their  feet  to  stay  the  dreadful  foe, 

And  for  their  country  strike  a  lasting  blow, 

That  the  beloved  ones  of  the  mighty  brave. 

May  live  in  peace,  then  sleep  in  freedom's  grave. 

May  this  be  done,  and  then  my  bleeding  heart. 

Will  without  a  pang  from  this  cold  world  depart." 
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He  said,  and  as  the  last  word  left  his  tongue, 
The  murmuring  zephyr  took  his  soul  along. 
Blest  is  the  man  who  for  his  country's  weal, 
Lived,  fought  and  died  before  the  foeman's  steel. 

Hail  Liberty !  thou  source  of  every  joy, 
Who  renovates  the  mind  when  cares  annoy ; 
Who  wakes  anew  each  virtue's  slumbering  part, 
And  draws  emotion  from  the  dullest  heart. 
Thou  balm  of  life,  thou  art  far  more  dear  to  man, 
Than  life  itself  in  this  short  earthly  span. 
All  pleasure 'd  cease,  and  nature's  self  expire, 
Did  liberty  from  human  life  retire. 
AVhile  constellations  illume  the  gloomy  sky. 
And  fiery  comets  through  the  boundless  ether  fly, 
W^hile  worlds  describe  their  orbits  round  the  sun, 
While  light  continues,  and  while  ages  run. 
Thou  shalt  exist  sweet  liberty  !  'tis  thee 
Who  charms  mankind,  and  lights  eternity. 

What  joy  I  feel  when  in  this  silent  shade, 
I  sit  me  down  to  court  the  muse's  aid ; 
To  meditate  on  deeds  that  have  been  done, 
And  enjoy  the  ease  that  freedom  for  us  won. 
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What  sweet  emotions  swell  my  glowing  breast, 
Thus  to  my  native  glades  to  hie  to  rest, 
To  watch  the  skylark  cleave  the  vaulted  air. 
And  inhale  the  scented  breeze  that  lingers  here  ; 
To  climb  each  hill  and  mark  each  woodland  view, 
For  dear  to  us  the  spots  our  childhood  knew ; 
To  dwell  'raongst  all  that's  dearest  to  my  heart, 
My  natives  glades  from  which  I  ne'er  can  part. 
Yes,  round  my  heart  these  scenes  are  twined  fast. 
The  scenes  where  happy  childhood's  hour  was  past. 

Same  with  the  exile  though  in  distant  clime, 
lie's  doomed  to  live  averse  to  place  and  time. 
His  love  for  home  pursues  him  to  the  last, 
He  dreams  of  joys  to  him  for  ever  past, 
His  native  land  is  pictured  in  his  eye, 
The  murmuring  brook  is  gliding  gently  by  ; 
And  he,  enchanted  with  the  glowing  thought, 
Exclaims  aloud  alone  by  fancy  taught  — 
Ah,  see  you  there  slow  pacing  yonder  hill, 
My  aged  mother  lovingly  and  still. 
Her  eye  uplifted,  glistening  with  a  tear. 
Plainly  foretells  I'm  not  forgotten  there. 
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I'll  fly  to  greet  her,  alas,  it  all  has  fled  ! 

Was  that  a  dream  that  racked  my  weary  head  ? 

Oh  vain  illusion !  delude  no  more  this  elf 

With  scenes  of  bliss  that  drive  me  from  myself.  ' 

For  now,  alas !  I  live  in  dark  despair, 

Where  all  is  sorrow  which  hope  can  ne'er  repaii-. 

The  land  I  love,  the  land  that  gave  me  birth, 

From  where  I  stand,  is  furthest  on  this  earth. 

There  in  that  land  my  hopes  and  passions  dwell, 

There  in  my  youth  I  bade  them  all  farewell. 

Forced  from  the  spot  that's  chained  to  my  heart, 

My  weary  steps  I  bent  from  life  to  part ; 

For  what  is  life  when  from  all  that's  dear, 

The  heart  is  drawn  to  solitary  care  ? 

Nought  but  a  dark  and  dreary  desert  span. 

Unfit  for  beast,  alike  unfit  for  man. 

Thus  'tis  with  me  as  wandering  here  I  mourn, 

A  forlorn  wretch,  dejected,  pale  and  worn. 

I  who  in  youth  glowed  at  the  patriot's  name, 

And  dreamed  and  hoped  that  his  would  be  my  fame. 

I  whose  breast  swelled  with  wonted  fire. 

When  first  I  learned  how  Russcl  did  expire. 
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How  sweet  those  days  when  all  was  joy  and  ease, 
When    hope    was    nursed    in    the    lap    ot"    love    and 

peace. 
Oft  in  my  youth  I've  climbed  the  sloping  hill, 
Which  shields   my  home,  where  hope   and  love  live 

still, 
Then  have  I  gazed  with  extreme  delight. 
Upon  the  scene  stretched  before  my  sight. 
Oft  has  my  eye  with  animation  beamed. 
When  in  my  room  the  rays  of  morning  streamed. 
Then  would  I  bound  away  with  youthful  glee, 
To  leap  and  scamper  across  the  grassy  lea, 
To  join  the  happy  sports  upon  the  green, 
While  the  aged  sat  and  smiled  upon  the  scene. 
Such,    such    the   joys    that   blest   my   childhood's 
hour, 
Nursed  by  love  and  hope's  inspiring  power. 
As  round  me  now  ^olian  music  swells, 
In    fancy    formed,    breathes    hope's    and    freedom's 
knells. 
So  speaks  the  exile  from  a  wearied  mind, 
Inspired  by  nature  with  instinct  unconflned. 
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That  draws  tho  soul  by  magnet  power  impelled, 
To  scenes  where  life  first  in  the  bosom  swelled. 
The  shady  spots  and  all  those  sylvan  dales, 
Where  nature's  work  in  prime  and  peace  prevails. 
The  bard's  delight,  the  lover's  solace  too. 
Those  spots  to  greet  where  nature  first  they  knew. 
She  rules  with  all  her  glorious  power  alone, 
And  puts  her  tints  upon  the  castle's  stone ; 
That  stone  which  time  will  crumble  into  dust, 
And  scatter  in  a  heap  of  useless  rust. 

Same  with  the  mind  when  hope  and  freedom's  fled. 
The  reason's  broke,  and  all  but  fancy's  dead. 

Each    impulse    good   that    warms    the    throbbing 
heart, 
'Tis  thine  alone  fair  nature  to  impart. 
The  power  to  draw  the  mind  from  every  care, 
And  to  paint  a  brightness  o'er  the  lingering  tear. 
That  power  sweet  nature  is  thine  alone, 
As    'tis    the    northern    lights    to    illume    the    friffij 

zone. 
Thine  is  the  power  that  wakes  the  vesper  dew, 
Which  from  the  verdant  sod  spontaneous  flew. 
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A  fragrance  which  my  nostrils  gladly  greet, 

Embalms  the  air  around  this  shady  seat, 

This  oaken  seat  with  dewy  moss  o'ergrown, 

Resumes  the  green  a  colour  for  its  own. 

Oft  has  the  rustic  with  his  maiden  sate, 

In  hours  of  bliss  until  the  hour  grew  late. 

And  then  through  absent  mind  they've  sat  on  till 

Approaching  night  darkens  the  distant  hill. 

And  lunar  slow  persues  her  silvery  way, 

And  throws  from  high  a  bi'ight  meridian  ray, 

They  heed  it  not  so  wrapt  in  love  are  they. 

On     scenes     like     these     my     memory    loves    to 
dwell. 
That  warms  my  soul  and  bids  my  bosom  swell. 
That  awakes  the  feelings  dearer  unto  me, 
Than  all  the  joys  and  pleasures  yet  to  be. 

In  different  minds  what  various  thoughts  arise, 
What  one  pursues,  another  will  despise. 
Some  bask  in  theory  quite  devoid  of  plan, 
Unconscious  that  'tis  deeds  that  prove  the  man  ; 
On  trifles  spend  that  time  they  cannot  give, 
And  die  premature  before  they've  learned  to  live. 
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While  others  who  ao;ainst  an  adverse  fate, 
Have  performed  deeds  wondrous  to  relate, 
Have  worked  with  ardour  with  the  sword  or  pen. 
Have  fouo-ht  'ijainst  vice,  and  reformed  men. 

Of  such  great  Livingstone,  whose  wandering  course 
Traced  mighty  rivers  from  their  mouth  to  source. 
The  hardy  son  of  Scotia's  neighbouring  shore, 
Who  ploughed  the  main  nor  feared  old  ocean's  roar, 
To  Africa  the  deserts  to  explore. 

'Mid  burning  sands  when  from  high  the  solar  beam 
Poured  scorching  heat  on  Congo's  rapid  stream, 
Where  lions  held  the  path,  and  leopards  too 
Prowled  o'er  the  swamp  as  evening  onward  drew  ; 
Though  thunder  rolled,  and  lightning  lit  the  sky. 
Meteors  broke  the  gloom  then  seemed  to  die, 
Livingstone,  undaunted,  onward  trod. 
His  mission,  man's,  to  preach  the  word  of  God. 
To  teach  the  savage  of  Afric's  distant  plain, 
Jehovah  made  the  earth,  the  sky  and  main. 
That  this  should  be  the  e'er  unfailing  plan, 
Though  black  or  white,  man  love  thy  fellow  man. 
Though  hostile  bands  arose  on  every  hand. 
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And  fever  raged  within  that  unknown  land, 

He  persevered  onward  to  the  last, 

Till  the  gloomy  gates  of  obscurity  were  past. 

To  disclose  to  man  the  works  of  nature  fair, 

The  fertile  plains  and  sheltered  valleys  there. 

Vast  lakes  pellucid  glittering  in  the  sun, 

Unknown  to  man  since  nature  first  begun. 

Such  he  discovered,  and  opened  to  our  view, 

What  naturalists  never  before  knew. 

Surprised  the  world,  'woke  conscious  nature's  smile. 

And  showered  honours  on  Britain's  favoured  Isle. 

Britannia  turned  to  greet  her  noble  son, 
Whose  end  accomplished,  and  whose  task  was  done. 
To  greet  him  home  from  numerous  trials  sore 
To  rest  in  peace  contented  and  secure. 
In  vain  she   turned,  for  cold  on  his  couch  he  lay. 
His  breath  departing  with  the  waning  day. 
Alone  he  lay  in  earth's  remotest  part, 
His  friends,  though  far,  were  foremost  in  his  heart. 
By  natives  guarded  with  rough  though  tender  care. 
For  e'en  to  savages  his  wandering  life  was  dear. 

They  marked  the  spirit  from  the  body  flee, 
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As  dear  to  them  in  death  as  life  was  he. 

Then  raised  him  up,  and  though  he  was  no  more, 

'Cross  dreary  deserts  conveyed  him  to  the  shore. 

Oh  !  faitliful  savage,  nature's  neglected  child, 
Impulsive,  brave,  but  ungovernably  wild  ; 
Subdued  in  grief,  in  friendship  how  sincere. 
How  bold  of  purpose,  and  how  void  of  fear. 
Traits  that  the  many  might  imitate  with  pride, 
Who  boast  of  culture,  and  all  else  beside. 
The  worldly,  vulgar,  or  scientific  few. 
Throughout  the  world  their  selfish  ends  pursue. 

While  joy  to  me  these  various  thoughts  impart, 
Sweet  poesy  is  hovering  round  my  heart. 
Thou  fairest   maid  this  theme  may  I  pursue, 
For  thou  hast  claimed  me  'mongst  thy  children  too. 
Oh  dear  to  me  thou  sweet  inspiring  muse. 
Thou  soft  awakener  of  memory's  vernal  dews. 
How  oft  when  jostled  by  the  unfeeling  crowd, 
I've  turned  aside  to  breathe  this  wish  aloud — 
I  would  my  lot  were  cast  in  brighter  sphere, 
That  thee  alone  might  claim  my  greatest  care. 
Though  checkered  be  my  life  where'er  I  dwell, 
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Thy  sweetest  feelings  shall  in  my  bosom  swell, 
In  thine  and  nature's  charms  my  life  be  past, 
And  thine  and  nature's  charms  will  be  my  last. 
But  why  should  I  take  such  a  gloomy  view. 
When  oft  in  sorrow  to  inspiring  hope  I  flew  ? 
Why  not  to  hope  let  my  spirit  soar  again, 
And  rejoice  'mid  nature  in  a  happy  strain  ? 
And  mourn  no  more  o'er  fate's  most  stern  decree, 
That  boldly  face  from  which  I  cannot  flee. 


fi 
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HOPE. 

When  hope's  bright  flame  inspires  my  breast, 

And  animation  fires  my  eye, 

Sweet  dreams  of  joy  embalm  my  rest 

Till  disappointment  bids  them  die. 

But  with  the  rising  orb  of  day, 
My  hopes  awake  to  bloom  once  more, 
Till  darker  grows  life's  gloomy  way, 
Then  they  forsake  me  as  before. 
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LINES   WRITTEN   ON   THE  DEATH   OF 
GENERAL   GORDON. 

Dear  is  his  memory  unto  our  hearts, 
Though  sad  and  though  silent,  it  never  departs. 
Let  each  moment  of  sorrow  his  shade  more  endear, 
And  check  not  the  course  of  the  fast  flowing  tear. 

The  soul  of  the  hero  we  ne'er  can  recall. 
That  soul  which  to  us  was  much  dearer  than  all  : 
In  sorrow  and  silence  revere  then  his  name, 
Though  he  lies  asleep,  oh,  ne'er  will  his  fame. 
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DEAR   ALBION,   ADIEU! 

Dear  Albion,  adieu !  'tis  with  sorrow  I  leave  thee, 
Though  friends  and  good  fortune  await  me  afar, 
Where  pleasure  and  plenty  to  combine  there  to  greet 

me, 
My  absence   from  thee  every  pleasure  would  mar. 
Ye  haunts  of  my  childhood  I  leave  thee  with  pain. 
From  country  and  all  I  am  'bout  to  depart, 
Though  years  may  elapse  ere  I  meet  them  again, 
Their  memory  is  deeply  impressed  in  my  heart. 

Ye  white  cliffs  of  England,  ye  roses  so  fair. 
Ye  oak  of  the  forest,   the  pride  of  the  Isle, 
All,  all,  fare-you-well,  to  me  thou  art  dear, 
Accept  my  last  tribute,  a  tear  mingled  smile. 
Oh,  land  of  the  bi-ave !  oh,  land  of  the  free ! 
Whose  sons    when    in    war    burn    with    valour    and 

fire. 
The  bard  leaves  his  blessing,  his  blessing  to  thee, 
And  tunes  in  proud  strains  thy  name  on  his  lyre. 
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When  I  stroll  by  the  side  of  yon  far  distant  shore, 
When  Phoebus  is  high,  and  the  skies  are  serene, 
My  gaze  I  will  turn,  though  I  see  it  no  more, 
To  that  part  of   the    sphere  where  last  Britain  was 

seen. 
Fair  Albion,  Adieu  !  'tis  with  heartfelt  emotion, 
From  those  who  are  dear,  and  from  thee  I  do  part, 
But  never  till  death  shall  I  lack  that  devotion. 
Which  binds   thee   my  country  and  friends  around 

my  heart. 
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STANZAS   WRITTEN   ON  A  BLANK  LEAF 
OF  COWPER'S   POEMS. 

When  pain  and  sorrow  rack  my  breast, 

And  troubles  crowd  in  view, 
This  volume  heals,  and  nulls  my  care, 

And  'tis  a  solace  too. 

Amid  the  forest's  pretty  glens, 
When  Phoebus  charms  the  scene, 

I  wander  forth  with  thee  alone 
Sweet  Cowper,  so  serene. 

Thy  gentle  lays  inspire  my  muse, 

Again  to  sweep  the  lyre, 
For  hope  floats  o'er  thy  classic  page, 

That  'wakes  my  bosom's  fire. 
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STILL   IS   THAT   MOKN   TO   MY 
MEMORY   SWEET. 

Still  is  that  morn  to  my  memory  sweet, 

When  my  dear  native  cliffs  I  saw  from  the  sea, 

After  years  of  long  absence  my  loved  one  to  meetj 
And  to  tread  on  the  land  that  is  dearest  to  me. 

With  a  heart  full  of  joy,  I  wended  my  way 

To  the  cot  where   my   loved   one   resides   on    the 
hill, 

Through  a  valley  of   verdure  where  the  bright  day 
Smiles  on  the  beauties  that  flourish  there  still. 

Bright  was  the  morn,  but  brighter  to  me 

That  face  which  was  smiling  'neath  joy's  mellow 
tears, 
To  my  heart  nought   on   this    earth    could    brighter 
be. 
Than  the  smile  of   my    Mary    which    always    en- 
dears. 
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Oh,  this  is  the  hillside,  and  there  lies  the  vale, 

And  this  is  the  cottage  that  sheltered  my  birth. 
And  there  is   the   grove    which    with    love's    gentle 

gale, 
Often  has  formed  us  a  bower  of  mirth. 

But  past  is  my  boyhood,  and  past  is  that  day, 
When  back  to  my   home  I  my  threshold   crossed 
o'er, 

In  peace  to  abide,  and  forever  to  say, — 

Oh,  dear  native  land,  I'll  leave  thee  no  more. 
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OH,    MAY    OUR   YOUNG    LIVES. 

Oh,  may  our  young  lives  together  be  trod, 

O'er   sorrow's   dull    road,  as    on   pleasure's    bright 
way; 

That  the  love  of  the  one  may  inspire  the  other 
To  look  to  the  future  for  hope's  brighter  day. 

With  you  then,  my  loved  one,  o'er  life's  dreary  plain, 
The  path    will  seem   bright   though    troubles   en- 
thrall me ; 
For  the  light  of  my  life,  and  the  star  of  my  morn- 
ing, 
Are  shining,  my  sweet  one,  are  shining  in  thee. 

Through  life  then  we'll  roam  sharing  our  fortunes. 
No  sorrow  nor  trouble  shall  cut  us  in  twain; 

Though     the    dark    hand    of    death    may    tear    us 
asunder, 
In  heaven,  my  charmer,  we'll  be  one  again. 
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MY  HEART  CLINGS  TO  THEE. 

My  heart  clings  to  Thee  dear  home  of  my  sires, 

Where  justice  awakes  as  honour  inspires; 

Where  pleasure  is  rife,  and  where  glory  has  shed 

Her  halo  around  the  brave  warrior's  head ; 

Whose    sons    are    the    glorious,    the    freeborn,    the 

brave. 
The  foes  of  the  tyrant,  the  friends  of  the  slave, 
The  heroes  of  justice,  the  warriors  of  God, 
The  defenders  of  right  and  our  dear  native  sod. 

Oh,  Albion,  my  bosom  is  warm  with  emotion. 
Thy  sons  to  behold  who're  lords  of  the  ocean ; 
Who  ne'er  let  a  foeman  tread  o'er  the  grave 
Where  sleep,  loved  Albion,  thy  once  mighty  brave. 
Farewell !    but  till  death  I'll  never  forsake  thee. 
Though  sorrows  encloud,  and  troubles  o'ertake  thee, 
For  this  arm  and  this  harp  are  thine  to  prolong, 
Thy  glory  in  war,  and  thy  praises  in  song. 
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LINES    WRITTEN    ON    BEING    ASKED,   WHY   I 
LINGER  AMID  THE  BEAUTIES  OF  NATURE. 

Why  do  I  linger  when  a  soft  breeze  is  blowing, 

And  the  flowers  of  May  are  beginning  to  bloom ; 
And  the  heavens  of  Nature  with  beauty  are  glow- 
ing, 
That  draw  from  the    flowers    their   fragrant   per- 
fume? 

Why  do  I  linger  in  so  charming  a  dell, 

Where  the  thrush's  sweet    strain    is   greeting   my 
ear ; 

And  the  zephyr  is  wafting  the  sweet  heather  bell, 
That  trembles  and  totters  in  the  scent  laden  air  ? 

I  linger  'mid  Nature  because  there's  a  spell 

That    inspires    my    bosom  and   breathes    o'er   my 
lyre; 

That  causes  my  soul  with  enchantment  to  swell, 
And  my  heart  to  give  vent  in  song  to  its  fire. 
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LINES  TO  A  FRIEND. 

Oh,  thy  friendship   I    prize    more  than    all    on    this 

earth, 
More    than    all    the    sweet    power   of    pleasure    and 

mirth, 
For  thy  friendship  and  love  are  much  dearer  to  me 
Than  all  the   bright    pleasures  of   this    world    could 

be. 
When   you're  bowed    down    by  sorrow,  that    sorrow 

is  mine. 
For  I  ne'er  could  feel  joyful  when  sorrow  is  thine ; 
Or  when  joy's  in    thy  bosom  and    thy    heart's    full 

of  bliss, 
No  sorrow  nor  trouble  could  e'er  dwell  in  this. 

My  memory  fills  my  heart  wdth  emotion, 
At  the  years  of  thy  friendship  and  youthful    devo- 
tion, 
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When    the    path    of    sweet    childhood    together    we 

trod, 
In  love's  gentle  lap  and  o'er  freedom's  sweet  sod, 
Through  our  native  woodlands  together  we'd  roam, 
All  through  the  day  under  friendship's  bright  dome, 
Till  the  innocent  hours  of  childhood  had  fled, 
But    youth  and    pure   friendship  we  found  in  their 

stead. 

Dear  is  the  hour  when  these  thoughts  I  pursue, 
In  rapture  the  haunts  of  our  childhood  I  view; 
In  silence  reflect  on  the  years  that  have  fled, 
And  live  in  the  pleasure  that  friendship  has  shed. 
Then  deem  not  this  feeling  will  ever  depart, 
While  there's  a  pulse,  or  a  throb  in  this  heart. 
For  while  animation,  and  warmth  fill  my  breast, 
To  me  thy  memory  for  ever'll  be  blest. 
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STANZAS. 

When  wandering  through  the  western  world, 

Or  on  the  rolHng  sea; 
By  storms  beset  and  billows  hurled, 

Shall  you  remember  me. 

When  pressed  to  earth  with  load  of  care, 

I  fain  from  life  would  flee ; 
One  buoyant  thought  my  soul  doth  fill, 

You  still  remember  me. 

Oh  fondly  turns  my  pensive  soul, 
To  dwell  in  thought  on  thee ; 

For  this  weary  heart  hath  but  one  goal, 
While  you  remember  me. 

Though  yet  I  wander  as  I  will, 

New  realms  and  forms  I  see, 
Though  friendless  be  my  wanderings  still, 

Yet  you'll  remember  me. 
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OH,   LEAVE  NOT   THE   LAND. 

Oh,  leave  not  the  land  that   gave   to  thee  birth, 
'Tis  the  only  true  home  for  thee  upon  earth. 
May  the  groves   that   you   loved  in  youth's  golden 

time, 
Still  unto  thee  be  as  sweet  and  sublime. 
When  the  oak's  giant  boughs  are  waving  on  high, 
And  the  lark  in  rapture  soars  to  the   sky ; 
When  glad  notes  and  sweet   scents   are   wafting    in 

air, 
Oh,  could  you  then  leave  such  a  land  that's  so  fair  ? 

Oh,  has  the  bright  scenes  of  childhood's  sweet  hour, 

Lost  all  their  charms  and  inspiring  power  ? 

Has  the  home  of   thy  fathers   grown   dim    to   your 

eye? 
Can  you  leave  it  without  e'en  raising  a  sigh  ? 
Are  those  memories  dear,  cast  aside  in  the  shade. 
Of  the  land    were   all   thy   young   hopes   should   be 

laid? 
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Has  all  love  for  thy  country  from  thee  now  fled  ? 
Does    that    glow    in    thy    bosom    lie    withered   and 
dead  ? 

Oh,  leave  not  the  land  thy  father's  defended, 
Where  justice  and  freedom  together  are  blended. 
Where  patriots  and  tyrants  together  have  trod, 
And  where  both  lie  buried  beneath  the  free  sod. 
Did'st  thou  ne'er  in  thy  rambles  joyously  feel. 
The  poet's  sweet  ecstasy,  or  the  patriot's  zeal  ? 
Ah !  no  such  feelings  e'er  thrill  through  thy  heart. 
Or  else  from  thy  country  thou  could'st  not  depart. 
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LINES  WRITTEN  IN  AMERICA. 

In  distant  vales  where  Trent  serenely  flows, 

Where  grows  the  hawthorn,  and  where  blooms  the 
rose, 

Where  oaks  and  willows,  in  their  native  pride 

O'erhang  the  river  and  bedeck  its  side; 

Where  cliffs  on  cliffs  in  sublime  splendour  rise, 

While  Trent  below  is  mirroring  the  skies; 

Where  flowers  are  blooming,  and  where  groves  ex- 
pand, 

And  all  unite  to  bless  the  smiling  land  ; 

'Twas  there  I  strayed,  when  youth  with  all  her 
charms 

Encompassed  me  within  her  loving  arms. 

There  did  I  wander,  musing  as  I  went. 

And  stroU'd  along  beside  the  murmuring  Trent, 

c 
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There  did  I  meet  the  ever  smiling  muse, 
And  there  iu  solitude  my  cares  I'd  lose. 
How  oft,  when  Phoebus  smiled  upon  the  scene. 
My  footsteps  wandered  o'er  tlie  verdant  green; 
And  oh  I  how  sweet  to  me  the  sacred  spell,     ' 
That  in  my  bosom  there  was  wont  to  swell. 
When  in  that  grove  where  dying  echoes  rung, 
Where  Kirke  White  struck   the  lyre  and  Millhouse 

sung; 
There  would  I  sit  beneath  the  hallowed  trees, 
My  glowing  cheeks  fanned  by  the  sweeping  breeze ; 
My  muse  there  found  me  in  that  silent  shade, 
A  spot  best  suited  for  the  hallowed  maid. 
In  language  sweet  she  'dressed  me  as  I  sate, 
Like  turtle  dove  unto  her  cooing  mate. 
Ah !  youth,  why  seekest  thou  solitude  ?  she  said. 
Dost    dream    of    fame,   for   which    thousands    hath 

bled? 
Or  art  thou  gentle  and  content  to  shine 
In  scenes  like  these  ?  blest  by  the  sacred  Nine. 
Warmed  at  the  sound,  my  youthful  soul  took  fire, 
I  strung  the  cords  and  struck  my  slumbering  lyre  ; 
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The  notes  arising  on  the  ravished  air, 

Both    charmed   my   soul   and   pleased   my   listening 

ear; 
Like  other  bards  poetic  joys  attain, 
I  loved  my  lyre  and  poured  the  grateful  strain. 
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EVENING. 

Cool  zephyrs  blow  in  the  evening  hour, 
The  sun  retreats  behind  yon  distant  hill, 
With  all  its  splendour,  yet  declining  power, 
Departing  fast  though  it  seems  to  linger  still. 

The  lark,  now  sinking,  ceases  his  tuneful  strain, 
With   outstretched  wings   he   speeds   his  downward 

flight, 
No  more  to  soar  above  the  flowery  plain, 
Where  late  he  sang  amid  resplendent  light. 

Now  stilled  the  field  where  labour  makes  the  hay. 
The  reapers  all  ride  with  the  last  load  home, 
Singing  each  some  rough  and  rustic  lay, 
With  noisy  glee  along  the  lane  they  come. 

The  hooting  owl  skims  far  across  the  lea, 
(Its  piercing  notes  repugnant  to  the  mind,) 
As  though  it's  mocking  melancholy  me, 
The  awful  cry  comes  floating  on  the  wind. 
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To  the  wood  in  silent  awe  I  wend  my  way, 
Which  on  the  brow  of  yonder  hill  is  seen  ; 
Guided  by  the  moon's  pale  glimmering  ray, 
Up  hill  I  tread  across  the  darkened  green. 

A  solitary  path  I  now  pursue, 

Where    protruding    rocks    obstruct    the    woodland 

height, 
I  turn  me  round  to  mark  the  distant  view, 
But  gathering  dews  impede  the  impotent  sight. 

Now,  as  I  gain  the  summit  of  the  hill, 
The  sombre  wood  invites  my  wandering  glance. 
How  grand,  how  solemn  here,  and  awful  still 
This  gloomy  scene  of  vast  sublime  expanse. 

The  nightingale  is  up,  I  hear  him  sing, 
In  a  most  rich  and  harmonious  flow, 
In  my  heart  an  echo  seems  to  ring, 
Whilst  I  enraptured  listen  all  aglow. 

Oh  thou  bird!  what  inspires  thee  thus  to  sing. 
When  nature  at  rest  lies  hid  in  night? 
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What  God  'bides  in  thy  breast  that  thou   should'st 

bring 
Such  inspiring  notes,  thou  sweet  and  gentle  spirit? 

This  is  thy  home,  here  in  the  dark  woods  blest, 

Thy  gentle  song  soars  far  above  the  night. 

The    murmuring    zephyr    that    fans    thy    throbbing 

breast. 
Carries  thy  song  about  in  airy  flight. 

Oh !  that  sweet  power  is  thine  here  to  charm, 
This  gloomy  scene  where  darkness  only  lives, 
To  me  thy  song  is  like  a  healing  balm. 
Inspiring  my  soul  with  rapture  that  it  gives. 

Hail,  oh  night !  all's  by  thy  power  possess'd, 
And  nature  lies  lulled  unto  sleep  by  thee, 
All  things  are  sunk  within  deep  heavenly  rest, 
Except  the  thrush,  the  nightingale  and  me. 

The  moon  now  breaks  from  out  a  gloomy  cloud. 
And  sheds  stray  beams  amongst  the  sable  trees, 
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Illuminating  vaguely  the  forest  shroud, 

Where  trembling  leaves  bespeak  the  sweeping  breeze. 

A  gentle  rustle  spans  the  whole  wood  o'er, 
The  moon  shows  deep  her  penetrating  gleam, 
The  thrush  resumes  his  flowing  strains  ouce  more 
With  song  outpouring,  a  rich  and  joyful  theme. 

Oh  blessed  night !  by  me  thy  power's  felt, 
In  this  thy  own  dark  and  shadowy  deep. 
With  thee  in  peace  our  great  forefathers  dwelt. 
And  now  they  lie  embalmed  by  thee  and  sleep. 

The  toiling  rustic  loves  to  greet  this  hour. 
To  lose  the  cares  of  life  in  balmy  sleep. 
To  rest  his  body  and  renew  its  power. 
Then  to  awake  refreshed  at  morning's  peep. 

All  greet  thee,  night,  in  thy  ethereal  reign. 
When  labour  rests  and  all  the  world  is  still. 
All  love  to  launch  into  thy  sweet  domain, 
To   ease  the   mind  of   cares  which  sleep  alone  can 
kill. 
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Then  do  I  long  through  regions  thus  to  rove, 
When  night's  dark  mantle  o'er  the  world  is  shed, 
With  steady  pace  through  each  majestic  grove, 
To  view  the  scenes  sublime  before  me  spread. 


THE   END. 
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told  and  full  of  effect  and  excitement." — Life. 

"  It  is  a  hook  to  be  recommended  to  all  readers." — Black  and  White. 

Wildwater  Terrace.    By  Eeginald  E.  Salwet.    In  2  vols., 

crown  Svo,  cloth,  21s.     (Second  Edition.) 

"  We  strongly  advise  novel-readers  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  '  Wildwater 
Terrace.'    An  eminently  readable  and  interesting  book." — Court  Circular. 

"A  powerful  story,  with  some  peculiarly  dramatic  situations  and  a  good 
deal  of  descriptive  skill." — Literary  World. 

IN  ONE  VOLUME,  Price  6s. 

Rex,  The  Black  Sheep.    By  M.  E.  Hall.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
with  frontispiece,  6s. 
"The  story  is  well  told  and  the  characters  interesting.  .  .  .   'Res'  will  be 
worth  reading,  and  no  one  will  get  anything  but  good  from  it." — Daily  Chronicle. 

My  Suitors.     By  Ella  March.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

"  A  pretty  story,  abounding  in  incidents  that  are  well  conceived  and  well 
described.  What  is  generally  believed  to  have  been  an  elopement  fills  a  por- 
tion of  the  book,  and  the  village  tattle  about  this  affair  is  delightful.  Other 
love  affairs  are  related  with  spirit,  and  those  chapters  are  particularly  interest- 
ing which  tell  how  the  heroine  became  Lady  Fane.  The  writer  has  the 
imagination  to  conceive  a  story  that  interests,  and  has  told  it  carefully  and 
■we\L"—Scottman. 


"  The  dainties  that  are  bred  in  a  book." — Shakespeare. 


Supplementary  List  of  Books 


'FICTIO'S— Continued. 

In  Sin  or  Folly  ?  By  Arthur  Nestorien,  Author  of  "  Syringa." 
CrowTi  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

"  A  cleverly  ■written  tale  .  .  .  Filled  with  incidentB  that  never  fail  to  interest. 
Told  with  remarkable  skill  and  with  a  literary  power  that  at  once  arrests 
attention,  and  merits  high  commendation." — Scots77ian. 

"•In  Sin  or  Folly?'  is  a  true  story.  One  may  dip  into  the  book  with  a 
frequent  laugh  at  the  somewhat  forced  smartness  of  the  author.  .  .  .  But  the 
story  is  not  to  be  dismissed  with  a  few  light  laughs— it  takes  hold  of  the  reader. 
...  In  a  word,  it  is  original  enough  to  be  read." — Athenxum. 

Hamtura.     A  Tale  of  an  Unkno\vn  Land.     By  H.  S.  Lockhart- 

Ross.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.     (Second  Edition. ) 

"  A  work  of  considerable  promise.  .  .  .  His  descriptions  of  the  island  and 
people  of  Hamtura  are  excellent.  .  .  .  The  idea  of  the  Eaven  is  excellent, 
almost  epic  ;  and  the  scenes  in  the  temple  of  Hamtura  are  very  impressively 
done.     The  book  is  distinctly  promising." — Saturday  Review. 

Won  in  Spite  of  Him.  By  the  Rev.  Charles  Houghton. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

"  A  story  which  displays  considerable  skill  .  .  .  delivered  with  a  degree  of 
skill  far  above  the  average  of  what  one  finds  in  modem  HcHon."— Liverpool 
Post. 

"  Mr  Houghton  writes  well  and  vividly." — Literary  World. 

Leslie.  By  the  Author  of  "A  Modern  Milkmaid,"  etc.,  etc.  In 
handsome  pictorial  binding.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
" '  Leslie,'  like  all  its  author's  former  works,  is  very  much  out  of  the  common 
run  of  novels.  .  .  .  The  author  is  evidently  in  the  deepest  earnest.  .  .  . 
Scenes  powerful.  There  is  pathos  in  Leslie's  wild  devotion  to  her  poor  little 
dying  mother  ;  there  is  humour  and  also  poetry  in  Lallie  and  his  music,  and  in 
the  sad  old  tutor.     Her  work  is  strong  and  sensational." — Queen 

Legend  and  Romance  ;  A  Tale  of  the  Channel  Islands.     By 
George  Motley.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
"  We  should  strongly  advise  novel  readers  to  make  themselves  acquainted 
with  '  Legend  and  Komance,'  because  it  is  a  story  which  retains  one's  interest 
from  start  to  finish." — Public  Opinion. 

Where  Honour  Sits.  By  W.  B.  Home-Gall.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  Qs.  [Just  Published. 

Tom  Buxton's  Aim.  By  Smith-Robertson.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  elegant,  Qs. 

"  A  story  well  worth  the  giving.  The  portrait  of  the  hero  is  well  drawn.  .  . 
Smith-Robertson  has  plenty  of  shrewdness  and  some  TaMtnovLT."— National 
Observer. 

"  A  very  clever  character-study  of  a  man.  .  .  .  admirably  portrayed." — 
Whitehall  Review. 

A  Strange  Trio  of  Artists.  By  Cecil  R.  Cramer.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

"Full  of  interest  and  rich  delineation  of  character  ...  a  delightful  study."— 
Liverpool  Mercury. 

'•  Readable  and  entertaining  " — Yorkshire  Post. 

"  Books  are  the  legacies  that  genius  leaves  to  onankind." 

— Addison. 


Published  by  Digby,  Long  &  Co. 


FICTIOfl— Continued . 

True  to  the  Prince.     A  Tale  of  the  Sixteenth  Century,  1567- 
1575.     By  Gertrude  Bell.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

[Just  Puhlishcd. 

Dick,  or  the  Doctor.     An  Australian  Tale.    ByRExRATNOU. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65.  [Just  Puhlished. 

New  Novel  by  the  Author  op  "  In  Sin  or  Folly  ? " 

Syringa.     By  Arthur  Nestoeien.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Qs. 

[Just  Published. 

IN  ONE  VOLUME,  Price  3s.  6d. 
Chapters  in  My  Wife's  History.    By  H.  S.  K.  Bellaibs, 
M.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Qd. 
"  A  well-written  story.  .  .  .  This  is  a  story  over  which  one  may  spend  an 
hour  with  pleasure." — Scotsman. 

"The  heroine  is  interesting,  and  the  other  characters,  including  the  gallant 
young  bridegroom,  are  very  well  drawn." — Birmingham  Gazette. 

Beauty  and  the  Witch.    By  the  Rev.  J.  H.  Rees.    Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  [Just  Published. 

The  Disintegrator.     A   Romance   of    Modern   Science.       By 

Arthur    Morgan    and   Charles   R.    Brown.    Crown    8vo, 

cloth,  3s.  6d. 

"  So  absorbing  is  the  interest,  so  gradual  the  unfolding  of  the  story,  that 

during  its  perusal  the  whole  thing  seems  quite  natural.  .  .      One  of  the  most 

interesting,  almost  thrilling,  stories  published  for  some  time."— Glasgow  Herald. 

A  Precious  Jewel.     By  Dora  Murray,  Author  of  "Over  the 
Brink,"  "A  Modern  Peri,"  etc.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

[Just  Published. 

The  Haunted  House  of  Chilka.    By  Col.  C.  F.  J.  Skottowe. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  [Just  Published. 

Our  Hands  have  Met.     By  J.  Tempest-Blanch.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. 
"  A  racy  story  with  much  that  will  interest.    Modern  life  is  cleverly  depicted. 
....    It  might  be  said  to  approach  realism."— iV.  5.  Z)ai7!/ i/aj^ 

Sir  Vinegar's  Venture.    By  John  Tweeddale.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  M.  [Just  Published. 

Norah  Grey.     By  L.  Hartley.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  elegant,  3s.  6cZ. 

[Just  Published. 

Laura  Montrose.    By  Adela  May.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
(Second  Edition.) 
•'  The  story  is  well  conceived,  and  is  related  with  much  fluency  and  not  a  little 
vivacity." — Public  Opinion. 


"  The  true  universitij  in  these  days  is  a  collection  of  booh." 

— Carlyle. 


Supplementary  List  of  Books 


FICTION — Continued. 

IN  ONE  VOLUME,  price  2s.  6d.,  2s.  and  Is. 

My  Cousin's  "Wife.    By  Ray  Merton.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

"  A  promising  novel,  which  conducts  the  reader  quietly  and  pleasantly  through 
the  still  waters  of  English  country  existence  into  the  whirlpool  of  African  travel 
and  exploration.'"— Z^aiVj/  Telegraph. 

Forreston.     By  Newton  Tempest.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
(Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.) 
"  Agreeably  written.    ...    A  successful  work  of  fiction."— -Srp^w/i  Leader. 

A  Modern  Milkmaid.     By  the  Author  of  "  Commonplace  Sin- 
ners."   "  Leslie,"    &c.       Picture    Boards,    2s.  ;   cloth,    2s.    Qd. 
(Fourth  Edition.) 
"  Remarkable  and  powerful,  and  it  certainly  ought  to  be  read,  and  read  atten- 
tively.''— Xationa!  Observer. 
"An  interesting  story,  very  cleverly  worked  out."— Saturday  Review. 

Scenes  in  the  Life  of  a  Sailor.    By  Lawrence  Cave,   Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6(/. 
'•  The  sto?-y  of  his  engagement  and  the  account  of  the  wedding  are  prettily 
told." — Saturday  Review. 

Mrs  Smith's  Craze,  etc.  By  Henry  Ross.  In  striking 
pictorial  cloth  binding,  crown  8vo,  2s.  6d.  [Just  Published. 

Up  Stream  and  ^About  Town.    By  a  Boating  Man.     In 

striking  pictorial  cover,   printed  in  colours.     Crown   8vo,    Is. 

(Second  Edition.) 

" '  Up  Stream  and  About  Town,'  abounds  with  humour,  and  is  very  far  from 

wanting  in  wit.    .    .     .     The  style  of  the  book  throughout  reminds  one  very 

forcibly  of,  and  compares  most  favourably  with,  that  excellent  jeu  d'esprit, 

'  Three  Men  in  a  Boat.'  "— Yachtsman. 

BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

Wilful  Peggy.     By  Ruth  E.  Smythe.     In  handsome  cloth  bind- 
ing, crown  8vo,  6s. 
"  This  is  a  story  for  girls,  and  as  such  it  may  be  warmly  commended."— 

Academy.  ,.,.-,      ^■ 

"Certainly  a  success.  Few  will  care  to  lay  down  this  lively  history  of 
Peggy's  adventures  till  they  end  happily.  The  whole  story  is  fresh,  vivacious 
and  cheery.'' — Literary  World. 

This  Working-day  World.  A  Story  for  Girls.  By  H. 
Hands.     In  handsome  pictorial  cloth  binding,  6s. 

[Just  Published. 

Ida's  Mistake  ;  or,  Realities  and  Trivialities.  A  Story 
for  Girls.  By  V.  G.  Finney.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  with 
Frontispiece  by  Robert  Springett,  5s.  [Just  Published. 


'  Books  are  a  guide  in  youth  and  an  entertainment  in  old  age.^- 

— Collier. 


Published  by  Digby,  Long  &  Co. 


BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG— Continued. 

Life  Threads.  By  K.  E.  V.,  Author  of  "A  Circle  of  Saints," 
"No  Night,"  "The  Circle  of  the  Seasons,"  etc.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  with  Frontispiece  by  E.  F.  Sherie,  3s.  6d. 

[Just  Published. 

"Where  the  Sea  Birds  Cry.  By  Castle  Hill,  Author  of  "  A 
Trip  Round  the  World."  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece 
by  E.  F.  Sherie,  3s.  6d.  [Just  Published. 

Hume  Nisbet's  Latest  Romance. 

The  Jolly  Roger.     A   Tale  of   Sea   Heroes  and   Pirates.     By 
Hume  Nisbet,  Author  of  "  Bail  Up,"  "  A  Colonial  Tramp," 
"Eight  BlILs,"   "The  Land  of  the  Hibiscus  Blossom,"  "The 
Black    Drop,"       "The    Savage    Queen,"    "The   Bushranger's 
Sweetheart,"  etc.,  etc.     In  hand.soiue  pictorial  binding,  printed 
in  Colours,  with  frontispiece  and    vignette  Title-page    by  the 
Author.     Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d.     (Second  Edition.) 
"  Sorcery  and  tho  sea  are  deftly  combined.     Since  Captain  Marryat's  Impres- 
sive  story  of  Vanderdecken  and  the  fair  Amine  these  elements  have  never  been 
handled  as  in  Mr  Nisbet's  brilliant  romance  of  Elizabethan  times.     In  his  hand- 
ling of  the  supernatural  the  author's  power  is  most  convincingly  proclaimed." — 
Saturday  Review. 

"  Among  a  number  of  stories  of  travel  and  adventure  which  will  delight  the 
hearts  of  the  young,  and,  indeed,  of  older  people,  at  this  season  of  the  year,  we 
give  the  place  of  honour  to  '  The  Jolly  Roger.'  It  is  a  narrative  full  of  dash  and 
spirit,  and  the  author  is  as  inventive  in  his  way  as  Mr  Rider  Haggard  himself. 
.  .  .  The  reader  is  in  no  danger  of  going  to- sleep  ;  all  his  faculties  will  be 
kept  at  their  full  tenison." — Daily  Chronicle. 

Two  Country  Stories.  By  Georgina  M.  Squire.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  elegant,  3s.  6d. 

"  The  Old  Violin '  is  charming  in  plot  and  execution,  full  of  pathetic  sweetness. 
'  Brother  Tom,'  the  second  tale,  is  a  touching  picture  of  childish  love.  Mrs 
Squire  has  the  art  to  show  what  real  romance  underlies  the  most  ordinary  of 
lives." — Literary  World. 

"  These  two  stories  are  pretty,  pathetic  and  simple.  They  are  quietly  and 
gracefully  told  in  good  English  and  with  perfect  refinement  of  tone.  The  book 
would  be  much  appreciated  in  parish  libraries." — Queen. 

Ups  and  Downs  of  an  Old  Tar's  Life.    In  handsome  pic- 
torial binding,  crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 
"  A  series  of  lively  '  yarns'  by  an  old  salt,  which  boys  will  eagerly  devour." — 
Scotsman. 

For  Hal's  Sake.  By  Amy  Manifold.  In  handsome  pictorial 
cover,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  fici.  .  [Just  Published. 

My  Childhood  in  Australia.  A  Story  for  my  Children, 
By  Mrs  F.  Hughes.  Beautifully  illustrated  throughout  with 
Original  Drawings  by  the  Author.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  picture 

cover,  2s.  Qd. 
"Mrs  Hughes  has  a  charming  style — simple,  easy  and  vivacious.    The  child 
who  reads  this  story  will  gain  a  new  idea  of  vast  solitudes  and  of  the  impres- 
sive aspects  of  nature,  as  well  as  some  familiarity  with  the  odd  fashions  of  the 
aborigines." — Literary  World. 

"  Books  are  the  best  things." — Emerson. 


Supplementary  List  of  Books 


BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOJJUG— Continued. 

Kate   Nigel :  A  Tale  of  Home  and  School  Girls.      By  M.  E.  B. 
IsHERWoon.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  6d.  [Just  Published. 

Hotch-Potch  Rhymes.     By  Mary  F.  Walker.     Beautifully 
tound  in  pictorial  cover,  and  Illustrated  throughout  with  Orig- 
inal Drawings  by  Florence  Walker.     Crown  4to,  Is.  6d. 
"  An  excellent  book  for  children.    The  pictures  arc  decidedly  good."  —Noiiiny- 

ham  Guariiian. 

In  Mermaid-land,  and  other  Stories.     By  Ina  D'Arcy 
Evans.     Demy  16mo,  artistic  binding,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
"Very  pretty  fairy  stories  for  young  people." — Bookman. 
"  A  dainty  little  booklet  of  fairy  tales." — Oentlewoman. 


POETRY  AND  THE  DRAMA. 

Pot-Pourri  ;    or,    Merry   and   Wise :    A   Book   of   Verse.      By 

G.  S.  H.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  .5s. 
"  Very  neatly  written  and  quite  takes  our  fancy.    .    .    .    Bright  and  spark- 
ling."— FeopU. 

"  G.  S.  H.  has  a  distinct  facility  in  writing  humorous  and  graceful  verse." — 
Netrcastle  Chronicle. 
"Wheels    and    Wings,   and   other   Poems.      By   William   M. 

Gardner.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
"This  charming  volume  of  verse.    Mr  Gardner  is  gifted  with  a  high  poetic 
genius." — Northampton  Mercury. 

The   Vision   of   a   Beginner,   and   other  Poems.      By   Con- 
stance Finch.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  3s.  6cZ.  [Just  Published. 
The  Tragic  Circle :    A  Play.     By  William  Mathie  Beith. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  M.  [Just  Published. 

The  Story  of  a  Life,  and  other  Poems.     By  Esther  Powel. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6c/.  [Shortly. 

A   Dream    of   Happiness,   and   other  Poems.     By  Herbert 

Old.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  &d.  [Just  Published. 

Minutiae.     ]5y  Charles  William   Dalmon.     Royal  16mo,  cloth 

elegant,  2s.  Qd.  [Just  Published. 

A    Rhyming    Record,    and    other    Poems.      By    L.    B.    M. 

CoLLiNGS.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  3s.  6cZ.      [Just  Published. 
An    Altered    Part,    and   other   Poems.      Anonymous.      Crown 

Svo,  cloth,  2s.  Gd. 
"A  book  of  bright,  healthy  poems;    the  principal,  'An   Altered   Part,'  is  a 
delightfully  realistic  picture  of  youth  and  its  varying  moods  of  joy  and  sorrow." 
— Liverpool  Mercury. 

"The  Bringing  Home  of  Bell  and  Burial."    By  John 

S.  M'GiVNEY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  M. 
"  In  this  poem  there  is  such  evidence  of  power,  purity  of  sentiment  and  choice 
and  felicitous  expression  that  we  augur  for  him  future  successes."— /ris/t  Times. 

Bernard   and  Constantino,  and  other  Poems.     By  C.  J. 
Blake.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6cZ. 
"  Far  above  the  average  of  minor  verse." — Bookman. 


"  For  hooks  are  as  meat  and  viands." — Milton. 


Published  by  Digby,  Long  &  Co. 


POETRY  AND  THE  J^RAMA— Continued. 

Round   tlie   Camp   Fire,   aud   other   Australian    Poems.      By 
Edith  H.  Hirst.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
"  '  Round  the  Camp  Fire,'  is  a  brisk  deHcriptive  poem,  worked  up  with  con- 

Hiderablo  energy  and  spirit." — Public  Opinion. 

Edie,  the  Little  Foundling',  and  other  Poems.     By  L.  FiTZ- 

Gkrald  Stannds.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece,  2s.  Gd. 

"The  poetry  of  •  L.  S.'  possesses  the  charm  of  freshness  and  simplicity." — 

Afanchefter  Examiner. 

St.  John:  A  Poem.  By  Mary  Bkale.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
Is.  6c^.  {^Just  PuftUshcd. 

Poetical    Wild    Oats.      Illustrated    throuj,diout    with    Original 
Drawings  by  the  Author,  and  tastefully  bound  in  coloured  pic- 
torial cover,  Is. 
"  He  has  skill  and  power  in  versification,  an  ear  for  harmony  and  keen  humour. 

This  is  a  book  which  we  can  heartily  recommend." — BirmingJuim  Oazelte. 

TRAYEL. 

Our  Trip  North.  By  R.  Menzies  Feegusson,  M.A.,  Author 
of  "  Ilambles  in  the  Far  North,"  "  Quiet  Folk,"  etc.  Crown 
8vo,  with  full-page  Illustrations  by  J.  D.  Adam,  U.S.A.,  and 
T.  Austen  Brown,  3s.  6d.  [Just  Published. 

Dedicated  to  the  Marquis  of  Dupferin  and  Ava. 
A  Ride  Across  Iceland  in  the  Summer  of  1891.    By 
the  Rev.  W.  T.  M'Cormick,  F.R.G.S.,  etc.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
with  Portrait  of  the  Author  in  the  Riding  Suit  in  which  he 
crossed  Iceland,  2s.  6d. 
"In  the  course  of  last  summer  the  Eev.  W.  T.  M'Cormick  enjoyed  'A  Ride 
Across  Iceland.'  and  those  who  look  forward  to  a  similar  experience  may  con- 
sult his  volume  with  advantage." — Speaker. 

"  He  is  by  no  means  wanting  in  information  useful  to  anybody  that  would 
follow  him  in  a  ride  from  Akureyri  to  Reykjavik." — National  Observer. 
A   Trip   Round   the   World.     By   Castle   Hill,   Author  of 
"  "Where  the  Sea  Birds  Cry."     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
"  Is  distinctly  entertaining  and  instructive,  and  well  repays  perusal." — Evening 
News  and  Post. 
"  A  readable  account  of  a  trip  round  the  world." — Scottish  Leader. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

New  Important  Biographical  Work. 
Leading  Women  of  the  Restoration  :  Lady  Russell,  Lady 
Warwick,  Lady  Maynard,  Mrs  Hutchinson,  Mrs  Godolphin.    By 
Grace  Johnstone.     With  authentic  portraits,  demy  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  6s, 
"  This  entertaining  work  .  .  .  Essentially  a  book  of  historic  value." — Public 
Opinion. 

"These  biographies  are  well  worth  reading,  for  their  manner  as  well  as  for 
their  matter,  and,  above  all,  for  the  striking  aud  pleasing  contrast  which  they 
offer  with  the  lives  of  other  women  of  the  Restoration." — Olasgow  Herald. 

"  Make  the  same  use  of  a  hook  that  the  bee  does  of  a  flower." 

— Cotton. 
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MISCELLANEOUS— Continued, 

The  Author's  Manual  :  Being  a  Complete  and  Practical  Guide 
to  all  Branches  of  Journalism,  Literary  Work  generally  and 
Book -producing,  with  Special  Advice  and  Reference  to  Imagina- 
tive Literature.  By  Percy  Hussell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
(Fifth  Edition,  New  and  Revised.) 

SPECIAL  NOTICE.— The.  New  and  Revised  Edition  contains  Pre- 
fatory Eemarl-s  by  the  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone,  M.P., 
who  has  read  and  approved  the  volume. 

"  The  aspirant  to  literature  may  certainly  read  Mr  Russell's  book  with  profit." 
— Spectator.  ■, 

'•Mr  Russell  has  got  up  his  subject  with  much  care  and  supplies  a  great  deal 
of  useful  information.  Uis  advice  and  suggestions  are  sound  and  to  the  point." 
— Graphic. 

•'  Cordially  recommending  Mr  Russell's  vade  mecutn." — Literary  "World. 

Miss  M.  E.  Braddon  writes: — "Your  counsel  both  to  the  journalist  and  the 
imaginative  writer  is  full  of  wisdom." 

The  Church's  Holy  Year.     Hymns  and   Poems  for   all  the 
Sundays  and   Holy  Days  of  the  Church.     By  the  Rev.  A.  C. 
RiCHiNGS,    M.A.       16mo,   cloth,   3s.    Qd.     (Fourth   Edition.) 
This  Edition  contains   New  Hymns  and  Verses,  with  many 
alterations. 
"  Will  fairly  bear  comparison  with  '  The  Christian  Tear.' " — Church  Times. 
'•  Cannot  fail  to  be  a  devotional  companion  to  many  lovers  of  careful  verse." 
— The  Academy. 

A  New  Creed  (Human  and  Humane)  whose  Axioms  are :  All 
Men  Suffer,  All  Men  Worship,  All  Men  Believe,  Union  is 
Strength.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  [Just  Published. 

Private  Schools  and  Private  Schoolmasters.     By  an 

Assistant  Master.  Cr.  8vo,  stiff  paper  covers,  Is.  [Just  Published. 

Surnames  :     A  Brief  Summary  of  their  Origin.     By  M.  M.  K. 

Fcap.  8vo,  stiff  covers,  6d. 

"Will  be  useful  to  those  who  require  an  introduction  to  the  branch  of  inquiry 

it  deals  with." — Queen. 

"  This  1b  a  capital  booklet  which  deals  with  the  origin  of  names,  traced  to  the 
source  of  their  derivation." — Literary  Opinion. 

The   Welcome    Hour  :     An   Illustrated   Family  Magazine   of 
Pure,  Amusing  and  In.structive  Literature.     Edited  by  PERCY 
Rcs.SELL.     Published  on  the  1st  of  each  Month,  Id. 
"The  'Welcome   Hour'  is  marvellous  at  the  price;  the  illustrations  are 
admirably  executed." — Whitehall  Review. 

"  A  marvellous  issue  at  the  price  of  one  penny,  well  edited,  well  written  and 
well  illustrated." — Army  and  Ji'avy  Gazette. 


A  complete  Catalogue  of  Novels,  Travels,  Biographies, 
Poems,  etc.,  with  a  critical  or  descriptive  notice  of  each, 
free  hy  post  on  application. 
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